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Indians, were sent into Fort Laramie, and ex-
changed for sacks of flour from the quarter-
master's store.

Near the top of the first pass stands a lonely
mail-station, called, by a pious and permissible
fiction, Pine Grove; two stockmen occupy the log-
hut ; one of them, named Jesse Ewing, is the hero
of a tale more striking than many a deed that
has earned the Victoria Cross.

In the spring of this year a party of Sioux,
then out on the war-path, came to Pine Grove,
and by accident found Jesse there alone. As
usual, they made free with what was not their
own; ate up the bread and coffee, the dried elk,
and the salt bacon; and having gorged their
stomachs, they told Jesse to light a big fire, as
they meant to roast him alive. Burning their
captives is a common pastime with the Sioux;
not their Pawnee enemies only, but the Swaps
(as they call the Yengees) or Pale-faces also. Up
to this time Jesse had contrived to keep his- knife
and his revolver hidden in his clothes, and neither
of these weapons being seen, the Indians supposed
that he was quite unarmed and at their mercy.
At first, he refused to light a fire, knowing they
would carry out their threat; and on their saying